FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

servative, and found myself opposed by an enterprising Independ-
ent. The war was not going very well just then and the National
Government shares were low. Singapore had been surrendered
and we were retreating rapidly in Burma. I missed the seat by
under 400 votes.

What was of more serious concern to me at that time was the
death of my old mother shortly before polling day. Our relation-
ship was more than that of mother and son, we were very good
companions. We had been through some strenuous times together
from the days when she brought me up on an isolated Australian
sheep farm more than fifty years ago. She took me to England
when I was seven years old, arranged for my education first at
Bengeo preparatory school in Hertfordshire and later at Stubbing-
ton. We rejoiced together when I passed the naval entrance exam,
into H.M.S. Britannia. She kept house for me when I was in
torpedo boats at Sheerness and again later when I was learning
to fly at Eastchurch. During the recent world war she refused to
leave her flat in London and remained in her bed during the worst
night blitzes. A grand old lady whose memory I shall always
cherish.

A variety of activities occupied my time in the spring and
summer of 1942. I joined the 2nd Kesteven battalion of the
Lincolnshire Home Guard, and with the exalted rank of Major
acted as Commandant of a week-end H.G. training camp and at
other times as the H.G. liaison officer with the local air stations.
The idea of a German parachute raid with the object of seizing
an airfield was not entirely ruled out, though it was difficult to
induce the R.A.F. fighter stations to take it very seriously. Any-
way, some incentive was desirable to maintain the enthusiasm ol
the Home Guard now that a full-scale invasion of Britain was no
longer a possibility. I enjoyed my time in the Home Guard under
our genial Sub-District Commander, Colonel Gotto, and by the
time the order to "stand down" came towards the end of 1944 I
had reached the giddy heights of a full Colonel in command of a
sector.

* Wavell Wakefield, Director of the Air Training Corps, asked
me to visit some of the cadet summer camps which were being
held at various air stations. The lads spent a complete week,
usually their only summer holiday, at some R.A.F. establishment
and joined in the general work of the station. It was an interesting
interlude and gave me the opportunity of seeing these enthusiastic
lads and also something of the R.A.F. My method of transport